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	1. Contusion

**Contusion**

Even with the breeze the smell of blood filled his nostrils as their weapons clashed together. The mission wasn't supposed to go like this, but did it ever really go how is was supposed to? Nightwing stood in a heated battle against Deathstroke with Tim bleeding out on the sidelines and Connor sitting weakened with a slit to the gut. How had all of this occurred? The mission was only for information purposes. None of this should have been happening! Deathstroke appeared out of nowhere. First sticking Connor with something, and then hitting Red Robin over the head with the hilt of his weapon. It was when he was turning away from the bird that he gave Superboy a nice gash. Nightwing jumped on the man who had begun to harm his team.

The two lying on the ground were rushed to a hospital, but not much could be done. Tim had a major head contusion whereas Connor had a massive laceration to his stomach. Neither boy was in a very good situation. The doctors had to take blood sample apon blood sample to figure out what the kryptonian had been injected with. Soon though both were removed from the hospital and taken to the League's watch tower. Connor couldn't hold down food to begin with, and Tim didn't awake for a week. Things weren't looking good. As the leader of the mission, Nightwing blamed himself for failing the two and wanted answers from Slade. The man had disappeared. Everything that happened that day was truly a mystery.

* * *

><p><span>Day 1<span>

Light. He felt very light. Almost like he had no mass and could float away at any given time. His breathing became heightened as he laid still. Everything felt wrong. His hand darted out for his chest, and then he flung himself up panting like crazy. Where the hell was he? His eyes went wide as he looked out a giant window. Why was he looking at earth? Shouldn't he be on his home planet?! His panic began to make him feel dizzy. One of his hands reached up and took a hold of his head. At feeling a bandage he began to panic again. What was going on? Why was he in a _space_ hospital? He had to find Bruce. Bruce could always explain things.

He began to kick the sheet off of his feet, but froze when someone else began to speak. "I wouldn't get up if I were you. You've been out for a week. Everyone is worried sick, but walking might be a bit much at first… I haven't even gotten to that part of my recovery yet." His gaze shifted and his eyes went wide as he saw a handsome guy. He knew this person. How did he know this person?

His eyes narrowed slowly, "Who… Who are you?" Smoothing back out his sheets he slowly leaned back in his bed much like how the other boy was sitting.

One of the mysterious guy's brows perked, "I see. You got hit on the head pretty bad. Seems like you're suffering from memory loss. We were in a fight with Deathstroke. My name is Connor Kent, Superboy. We've been friends since you joined the team Aqualad and Nightwing lead." At the mention of Nightwing, Tim brightened. "You'll be fine. Don't worry, Nightwing will be coming by in a bit."

At seeing the other boy's smile Tim felt his heart thump and chest tighten. "Thank you." His face became hot and he looked at his hands. Who was this guy to him again? They were probably just friends. Looking from the corner of his eye, he watched him for a moment as he moved around in his own bed. Something about this guy made Tim feel bashful though. Had he perhaps… His eyes went wide as he shook the thought from his mind. No way. It was most likely just a crush.

A green female walked in and Tim nearly jumped out of his skin. However Connor cleared his voice and spoke first, "M'gann, what are you doing here?"

In her hands she carried a bucket. She sat it down on his bed taking a sponge out, "I was told it was time for your sponge bath." Ringing the sponge she stared at him with a raised brow.

"No thanks. I would rather sit and talk with Tim for a bit. He just woke up." The alien girl flinched and turned to look at the other boy with wide eyes. Her surprise that he was awake very clear as she stared at him.

Her smile radiated across the room to him, "Tim! I'll leave you alone for a bit. The sponge is here in case either of you want it." She got up and left the room rather quickly.

"M'gann?" Tim's eyebrows rose as he looked at Connor for answers.

He grinned, "You remember her?" When Tim shook his head in response, the super boy chuckled. "Of course. She's a friend. Don't worry, you can trust her."

Shifting in his place, he slowly tried to get up to go over to his friend's bed. It wasn't very far, but it felt so difficult to get to him. Finally he landed on the other bed breathing rather heavily. "How… How about those sponge baths?" Connor rolled his eyes, but nodded and helped Tim to sit up on the bed in front of him. The two removed their shirts, but Tim seemed a bit more speechless about the body before him then Connor. "You have a really nice body…" A crimson line spread over his cheeks when he realized that the words he was thinking actually left his mouth.

Connor cocked his head in curiosity. "Thanks. For being out of it for a week you're still really fit as well." His hand gestured for the bird to come closer. "We need to wash off." He grabbed a sponge and began to rub it over Tim's chest slowly, noticing how heavy he had begun to blush as he did. "I can't believe you don't remember anything… Everything was so different the other day." Their eyes caught one another's and Tim couldn't hold back as he leaned in pecking Superboy's lips gently.

When he pulled back he kept his eyes tightly closed, "I'm not sure how I felt about you before, but I have a feeling I always wanted to do that." They studied each other's face before Connor leaned forward, slowly kissing his forehead as ran a hand through his hair ignoring the bandages. It was true. The two had always had this unspoken thing between them.

After bathing one another Robin returned to his bed with an extremely crimson face, but a very happy heart. Even from their own beds the two just gazed at one another. Their moment however was broken when Nightwing entered the room. Just seeing the older bird made the younger happy. They quickly locked in a tight embrace.

Once pulled apart Tim could clearly see how relieved Dick was. "We weren't sure you would ever wake up." One of his hands ruffled the younger boy's hair playfully. "Thank goodness. I actually brought some of your stuff in case you did though… It's mostly clothing, but I thought you might want to rest in something more comfortable than a giant shirt." He sat a bag of clothing down at the foot of his bed. "I was planning to just drop these off. I didn't know you were awake… I have a mission or I would stay longer." He rubbed sadly at the back of his neck keeping his eyes locked on the floor now.

Tim smiled, "it is fine. Go take care of business. I have Connor here to keep me company." The birds pounded their fists together like children before Dick left in a hurry. He jumped when the boy of steel let out quite a gasp and grabbed his chest. He could almost feel the others pain from how much he began to wiggle around. What was happening? "Help!" Tears rolled down his cheeks as he watched the other boy fling his limbs around uncontrollably. A group of people rushed in and took him away. He stared after the open doorway wishing for his crush's return. "If you die… I hope heaven is your resting place." His head slowly fell to one side as he felt his chest tighten again. This couldn't be good for the young hero. At least he had gotten a kiss, but he was still hoping for the best.

* * *

><p><strong>I know how I would continue this if I were to do so, but does anyone think I should? <strong>

**Please review with thoughts, favorite and follow if you wish to know what happens to Superboy... And what happens to Tim? **


	2. News

**Contusion – News**

* * *

><p><span><em>Connor's Point of View<em>

Every day of that week all I did is listen to his heart beat. His body just laid lifeless beside me in the narrow room. It made me very sad, but having a roommate and being able to see him made me happy. Tim didn't make a sound when he slept. I wasn't sure if it was because of his coma like state, or if that's just how he was. My heart thumped as I gazed longingly across the room at the bird. Nobody had ever realized just how I felt about him. He's a guy. It would be odd if two male heroes 'hooked up'. However, he was such a beautiful guy that I couldn't help myself. Now we were in the same room day in and day out. It was like the world was telling me everything would be fine even if I decided to go for it.

Hearing the door open, Zatanna walked in and handed me my daily medicine. Everyone who visited always found themselves looking over at Tim though. It wasn't like I didn't expect people to be sad, but Tim never got much attention from the rest of the team. Now that he was injured everyone cared more. It was questionable, but he was part of the bat team as well so I guess I shouldn't be too surprised.

Clark even came to visit me. His cheerfulness was nice, but I could feel his looming sadness hidden away within that joy. "You know, if he wakes up don't be too surprise if he doesn't know you. The doctors said there was some trauma to his brain." I nodded in understanding. Things were so dull just sitting in this bed. Once I turned on the television in the room, but the only thing that I found interesting was Cat Grant. She kept talking about the League and how they were on a massive hunt for Deathstroke. Apparently the league was hiding that two of the younger members had been injured for now. It slightly pissed me off, but I kept that to myself.

The day he awoke shook me. Hearing his confused voice and the way he looked around in wonder; the way he spoke made me realize just how much he had forgotten. When M'gann interrupted our conversation I cursed her mentally, but not where she could hear me. I was very surprised by the way he acted to me though. It was almost like he had a crush… The way he moved and looked at my body in such a sheepish manner. It almost made me shy, but I really didn't expect a kiss. I wasn't sure if he knew what he was doing seeing as he didn't have all of his memories, therefore, all I could do in return was give him a kiss to the forehead, but I burned for more…

Day 2

Connor was okay. It turns out the medicine they were giving him hadn't been the correct thing. Superman had given them the wrong vile of pills, but it wasn't too big of a deal. Although, now the kryptonian had slight pain in his chest. He'd be fine though.

The night was almost as depressing as his dreams. Tim knew he wasn't the only one in the room so he tried to keep quiet seeing as his roommate had also just had a seizure, but it wasn't possible when he couldn't sleep. It was one o'clock in the morning. What was he going to do if he got zero sleep? His gaze moved across the room where he could see what Connor was up to. The kryptonian was staring right at him. That voice rang through the air, "can't sleep?"

Slowly Tim shifted in his bed as he nodded. "Every time I start to I have a nightmare. I don't know."

Connor straightened up as he thought about it, but then he pushed himself up from his bed. Tim began to panic, "what are you doing?"

His head lifted as he got into a wheelchair, "coming over there to comfort you." He gestured to Tim's location before he rolled his chair over to the edge of his bed. "I figured instead of straining our necks to look at one another this is easier." They locked gaze, but then Tim jerked his head around to look out the window.

"The sun is so close… I don't understand why you aren't healing. I know it helps you." He looked back at the boy in the wheelchair. "Instead of helping you, you actually seem to be getting worse."

Connor quickly took his hand in his own. "I'll be fine. Don't worry about me, just get better yourself first." His lips met his knuckles as he slowly pecked the bony place. Robin blushed massively when he kissed his knuckles, and then he scooted away from him. Connor gave a confused look for a moment until Tim patted the spot next to him. "Sit with me." He held out his hands to help pull him up into the bed with him. They leaned into each other to sit comfortably. "Does it hurt for me to lean on your chest?"

"No, of course not." They smiled at one another before Tim pressed his thin back into Connor's chest more. Their warmth radiating between each other. As one of Connor's hands raked through Tim's hair the two became completely relaxed as they cuddled together. Clearing his throat, Superboy began to sing, "Twinkle… twinkle little star…"

One of Tim's brows rose and he twisted to look at him. "What are you doing?"

Surprise came over the alien's face. "Singing a song. I heard it helps with nightmares and what not… Is that wrong?"

Tim broke out into laughter, "no, you're not wrong. I was just surprised to hear you singing a children's song." He leaned in and pressed his forehead to the other males. His appalled state rose when Connor initiated a kiss with him. Feeling those hands run down over his heated cheeks he slowly let his lips move in return. Once pulled out of the heated embrace, Tim just stared at Connor in awe. "What was that for?"

"You kissed me earlier, but I didn't get to kiss you back. I really wanted to though… Seeing your face that close made me not be able to hold back any longer." The raven haired boys pressed into one another. Connor locking his arms around the smaller male in a protective manner.

His hands ran over his arms slowly. "Your chest… What happened? I know you got a cut in battle with me, but why did you become in pain again?" His head turned where he could better look at him.

Connor rubbed his lips together as he thought about how to respond. "Slade injected me with a substance that made me more human than I already am. They think it brought out some of the flaws in my genetic makeup seeing as I was created in a lab… Not exactly how people were supposed to be made. I already can't age, but now my blood stream seems to be unstable." A heavy sigh left his lips as his eyes narrowed. "I'll most likely be weak until they figure everything out. I won't be able to be on the team." Closing his eyes he thought, "I just keep thinking about what Pa told me. It keeps me going around and around in my mind."

Robin shifted around, taking his hands. "What did your Pa tell you?" He cocked his head to the side and leaned down some to better look into his eyes.

"Okay, quoting him now. 'It isn't your fault whatever happens. You're not the only one that horrible things happen to. Just remember the light that guides you and keeps you strong just as the one in the sky does. The life that you protect is important, but just think about yourself when the time comes because you're happiness is just as important.' I know it's silly…" He blushed and tried to farther hide his face from the other.

Tim reached out and cupped his cheeks, "it isn't silly. That's the truth. Those words are amazing in my opinion." He smiled brightly at him before pursing his lips in thought. Their gazes locked as Tim pressed his hand into Connor's chest and did the same with his own. "Our heart beats, if you listen for some time they'll alien together and beat as one." They both sat in this position breathing out in a calming way until the kryptonian knew it to be true. "Think of our heart beats as you and the people. They stand with you no matter what because we're heroes. People trust heroes with their lives, but heroes deserve to have one as well. The light that guides you is the people, you think with your heart seeing as you're a very kind hearted person. You're more than a hero, but you're more than you as well." His face went completely red and he pulled his hands away. "Sorry, I'm probably not making any since. Just forget it."

Connor grinned, "No, I got it. Thank you for the advice." He pulled him back into his arms and pecked his cheek. "We should get some rest now." They leaned back in the bed together, closing their eyes to fall asleep. It took Tim a moment, but the comforting warmth of Connor behind him helped him to drift off.

Both of them awoke around two o'clock in the afternoon to Nightwing and Batman standing beside the bed with their arms crossed. Tim lifted himself from Connor's chest very slowly with a smile painted on his face. "I was having nightmares so I asked Connor to sleep with me. Sorry... I know it's a bit weird, but I just wanted some comfort."

His heart thumped when he felt Connor's thumb run over the back of his hand. It felt odd to lie so easily to the two people he trusted most in the world, but he wasn't sure what he and Connor were doing. Most likely just flirting from loneliness. This couldn't actually mean anything to Connor as it did to Tim.

Tim moved where Connor could get back into his chair and go back to his own bed. It made Tim sad that the other had to leave his side. "Plus, I was really cold and he's warm." The two big birds glanced between each other.

Nightwing grabbed the bag from the end of the bed. "Have you looked through here yet?"

"No, I was still pretty worn out yesterday. I'll do it now though. Thanks Nightwing for bringing these." He unzipped the duffle and began to dig through.

Dick stood to the side watching over his brother, but then he moved to Connor's bedside. "Sorry for the trouble. Thanks for comforting him last night, but you don't need to do that type of thing. Just talk to him until he falls asleep." He shrugged as he fidgeted next to the bed.

Connor's eyes narrowed as he thought about it. "No, I think that was easier seeing as he didn't move a muscle after I got over there with him. Besides, it wasn't a problem for me at all."

Dick huffed out, "look. I didn't want to say this, but before his contusion Tim had a crush on you. I'm not sure if he remembers those feelings or not, but I don't need you to lead him on." They stared at one another until Dick explained farther. "Tim never actually told me so, but I saw the way he looked at you. I'm a detective so it's part of my job description. I'd be a pretty horrible one if I couldn't tell who my brother likes. Just leave him alone if you don't see him in that fashion." After lecturing him, Nightwing swiftly moved back to Batman's side.

When Dick came back to the Tim's bedside he wore a superboy shirt instead of his hospital gown. Tim looked intoxicated in the way the shirt looked on him. "Bruce told me this was my favorite shirt. I was trying to figure out why. It just looks like a normally t-shirt with a logo on it."

Dick's eyes narrowed, "that's Connor's shirt." He flinched when he realized what he had said. "Or at least it looks like the one he wears all the time. Of course, he isn't wearing it now because it would be too tight on his stomach injury."

Tim's fingers ran over the shirt until he held the bottom hem. "Yeah, I like it." He looked up and over at Connor. There were many reasons why this was his favorite shirt most likely. "It is very comfortable. I can understand why you wear it all the time." He twisted his body around letting the fabric stick to his skin as he gazed across at Connor who wore a crimson stream across his face.

After Bruce and Dick left, Connor flipped on the television to the news. Cat Grant seemed to be ranting about the league, but it wasn't anything bad. It was just her talking about their hunt for DeathStroke more. She was trying to figure out where in the world he could be hiding. Connor could think of plenty of places seeing as he was aligned with so many different organizations. The team was probably checking everywhere though. He felt horrible how he couldn't do shit about this situation! It felt crazy to just be sitting here and watching it.

Connor looked over at Tim, "What do you remember?" One of his brows rose as he cocked his head in curiosity.

Robin's gaze shifted as he thought about everything. "Desolation… Fire, heat, insanity… Destruction, and then the Bat family." The young boy sighed heavily as his eyelids fluttered closed. "But I also remember the warmth of having friends and a roof over my head. Gotham may not be the best place, but there was good there." He fidgeted before pushing him up stumbling over to sit in the seat beside Connor's bed. "The world is crazy, but we're all here for a reason." He gave a bright smile as he took one of Superboy's hands.

"Yeah." Connor squeezed his hand in a caring manner as he carefully moved on to his side to look at him better. "You know something, I really like that we're in space. While we can see the sun, we can also see the stars. We get the best of both world." The two laughed softly before Tim leaned in closer letting their noses brush together.

They sat just staring into one another's sapphire eyes for a period of time. "I'm actually glad we could end up in this room if it meant finally getting to be together." Tim pressed his forehead to his before their lips collided as well. This time a new rush coursed through their bodies as they kissed. It felt so much more passionate and electrifying. Tim's fingers slipped up over Connor's chest as he climbed up on to the bed and made his way over him now straddling his waist as they deepened their kiss. Out of the blue Tim pulled away and stared down at him before turning beet red. "Sorry... I wanted to kiss you, but…" He gulped as his hands pressed into his chest, and then he hopped off of him trying to hide his embarrassment.

Connor set up, "I didn't mind." The two stared at each other as Tim got back in his bed. Superboy shifted to hide his tent from their short make out. "Why don't we make a request for dinner?" He licked his lips and climbed out of his bed into the wheelchair. "I'll be right back." Tim nodded and glanced around after the other had left.

This feeling running through his body was intoxicating, but he felt shameful at the same time. A female dressed in a tux like outfit came into the room. His head cocked to the side, "Zatanna… If I remember correctly."

She snorted and walked over, "yeah. I had something to tell Connor. Do you know where he went?" Her brows pressed into each other as she glanced around. She seemed super stressed. "I think DeathStroke gave him something to…" Her hands grabbed on to each other as she stared worriedly at the floor. The concern overflowing from her was almost drowning me. "We have gotten data back that shows his unstable makeup is breaking down. Connor is dying because of whatever was shot into his blood stream. We think that was the point in Slade's appearance. He wanted to get rid of a kryptonian." Her brows rose in distress. "It might have only been a test to see what would occur, therefore we're calling in Superman and Supergirl to make sure nothing happens to them. Of course, seeing as Superboy was a clone… whatever was shot into his system might have a completely different effect." Tim stared at her in awe. "I _need_ to find him and tell him."

Tim watched the female leave in a rush still unsure of how to feel. It hurt to know that Connor might not have much longer, but everyone is dying. The bird curled in on himself as his heart raced with worry. Maybe it wasn't as horrible as Zatanna made it out to be. "Why does everything have to be so overwhelming?" He laid his head on his arms that were folded together on his knees as be thought about how Connor will react to this news.

His head rose when he heard a chair rolling back in. A slight smile spread over his face at seeing Connor, but he wasn't sure how to react with knowing. Connor rolled over beside his bed, "hey... So they'll get us the dinner tomorrow seeing as they have to get everything up here first." He smiled and took Tim's hands pecking his cheek. How had he already gotten Tim to fall for him? Did he know what Zatanna had just told him?

"That's fine. Do you want to sit up here with me?"

"I'd love to."

Tim scooted over, helping him up on the bed. He slid his arms around Connor's lower chest pressing his ear to listen to his heart. It had such a strong beat. However, he knew just opposite was the bandaging covering up what would be the death of him. How the hell was this going to end? How long did he have? Connor pulled him closer, pressing their bodies together more before they began to drift off.

* * *

><p><strong>I hope for reviews! This has become one of my favorite stories I'm working on. Favorite and follow it if you want to know more. Like do I actual kill off Superboy?<strong>


	3. All of the Stars

**Contusion**** – All of the Stars**

**A/N: Seeing as I was **_**extremely**_** pissed/upset/in tears that they killed off Wally, I'm making this the world where that didn't occur. Happy days!**

* * *

><p><span><em>Tim's Point of View<em>– Day 3

When I awoke in the morning a nice set of arms laid limply around me. The heart beat that I listened to extra pleasing. Shifting, my gazes went to the massive glass window in the room. The beauty outside almost took my breath away. Those arms around me moved and his body pressed into my back. "Enjoying the view?" His nose slipped into the crook of my throat holding me closer.

"They're cosmic energy is gorgeous." Turning my head just enough to lock eyes with him, I took hold of his hands squeezing them. "I wish the heat of each star could heal you like the sun does."

His eyes widened, "so you do know. I couldn't figure out if you had heard the news." One of his thumbs slid over my cheekbones affectionately. "Don't worry. I'll be fine for a time being." Feeling those lips meet mine I couldn't hide my frown any longer. Pulling back slowly he nipped playfully at my lips, "Hey, what's with that frown? It isn't like I'll be dead anytime soon." He paused, glancing around as he thought of a new topic. "Teach me about the stars. You seem to remember them pretty well."

Shifting, I got comfortable as I began to explain about the subject. "Their brightness is a factory on how much energy they put out, which is called their luminosity, and it also depends on how far away they are." His brow was arched and I couldn't hold back my quiet laughter. "What?" I glanced at him bashfully.

"It's just… you remember all of that, but not some people or events in your life. That's quite"-he shrugged his shoulders trying to think of the word- "peculiar." I pursed my lips as I gave a playful glare. "Well, it's true." He pulled me closer to where our noses were almost touching. "But I'm okay with it seeing as it means I'm the only one who's getting to spend time with you."

My arms slipped around his neck as my eyelids became half-shut. "You really are something." Feeling my chest tighten, I let myself lean in and joy the way his lips felt against mine. "Now. I need to figure out how to save you." I pressed my forehead to his, trying to be serious.

However, when Connor snorted and began to tickle me I couldn't hold back my laughter. "My knight in shining armor, of course you're going to save me." A tickle war had broken out as we began to roll around on the bed in a heated battle. Well, until he dropped to the floor. Both of us reacting much faster than anyone else would. My back hit the ground, but one of his arms had slid under my head to protect my wound while I made sure to have him midsection lifted from the impacted. Our eyes locked and I stared in concern, "I'm fine. You?" I just nodded before bringing him to me for a hug. Thank goodness.

Connor setup and brought me with him with the embrace. I don't know if I loved him before the 'accident', but I sure as hell did now. Letting his scent fill my nostrils, I stayed locked in his arms for as long as I could. Of course, another reason might have been Connor couldn't walk without putting slight pressure to his injury, therefore he couldn't move, but I was happy either way.

Jumping at the sound of the door, both of our heads turned to see a group of people. I knew I should recognize them, but the only one I could kind recognize was M'gann, and that's only because of her brief visit the other day.

A handsome blond headed male stepped forward, "We apologize if we're interrupting. However, we thought we'd visit now that you're awake Tim."

I glanced to Connor in conclusion, and hoping he'd tell me the guy's name. "Aqualad, aka Kaldur'ahm. Forgive Tim, he doesn't remember most things." Connor moved to get up and I hopped up and brought his wheelchair over, helping him to get comfortable.

Taking a seat on my bed a heavy sigh slipped my lips. "It is true. Not exactly sure who everyone is any longer. I mean, I know Batman and Nightwing… Batgirl. Jason…" My eyes narrowed at the thought of the Robin before me. "Anyways, who is everyone again?" I pressed my eyebrows together apologetically.

A green boy, literally all of him being green, stepped forward. "Beast Boy, or Garfield." He proudly puffed his chest out. "It's a shame you don't remember the work we've done. _I'm_ pretty incredible." His cocky attitude made me slightly laugh and raise a brow. This kid seemed like he'd be fun to have around.

Another green male stepped forward, and I flinched in surprise. Had everyone turned green while I was unconscious? "La'gann, the only name you need to know." He almost seemed to be flirting with the way he spoke in such a hot-shot manner.

"Jamie." A normal looking kid appeared from the small crowd in the doorway. "It's good to know you're both okay." He gave a gentle smile glancing between both of us. "Sorry I didn't come by sooner Connor."

A couple came forward, but they were both in civilian clothing which surprised me for a moment. "Wally West and this is my girl, Artemis Crock, soon to be Artemis West." He grinned as he bragged about his achievement in having her as his fiancé.

The last one in the group was a blonde, but she wasn't saying anything. Her sapphire eyes finally rose as a stream of red filled her cheeks. "Just call me Cassie." I noted her bottom lip quivering as she glance between Connor and I. Could she have a thing for Connor? My lips pursed in curiosity.

Trying to be cheerful, I smiled, "It is great to see everyone… And, well, meet you all again." I wasn't sure what to say seeing as I knew nothing about these people now. Of course, it was pretty much the same with Connor, but now look how close we were. Although that could just be because he's dying and he's the only one I see. No! There was more between us. Just from looking at him the first time I got butterflies in my stomach. I knew that I liked him before I lost my mind. "Come in and sit." I waved my hand around the room, gesturing to all of the chairs that went unused most of the time.

Aqualad took the one beside Connor's bed while Cassie took the one beside mine. The others took the ones in the massive space by the window opposite the door. I now understood what Connor meant by having to turn our heads in an uncomfortable manner. The long rectangular room very awkward for a group of people to hold a conversation without having to twist our necks around.

I nearly jumped out of my bed when the door flew open. Batgirl! A smile took over my face as I leaned up from my place. "Sorry I'm last, but there were a couple of things I needed to do at home." My eyes narrowed knowing she meant the Bat Cave. Her arms flung around me and she smiled, "I'm so happy to see you awake." She playfully ruffled my hair and I pushed her hand away chuckling.

"It is great to see you." The female that felt a hell of a lot like an older sister had avoided.

Her eyes narrowed, "you've been eating the meals sent in here for you, right?" So her questioning begins. "Alfred makes those special for you. You better be eating them and not let the food machine over there be doing that for you." She pointed a finger over her shoulder at Connor as she lectured me about me eating habits.

Moving quickly I covered her mouth in an attempted to shut her up, "yes. I've been eating. Calm down. How about we just sit and talk instead of whatever this is that you have going on." She took a seat on my bed, taking my hands before pulling me into her arms in a motherly manner. I let my eyelids drift shut as I listened to her heart beat. This was nice. Now I understand why being held my Connor felt so natural. Barbara must hug me a lot.

It felt like hours before everyone left. We talked for hours about our missions and Wally sure enjoyed talking about Artemis. It made me happy to see all of my friends in such a joyful setting, but I still couldn't hide the haunting desire to be alone with Connor. I just wanted to monopolize him with whatever time he had left even if it was years before his passing. My gaze met his and I grinned, getting up in a shaky format and stumbling over to him. Gosh… He was right about walking after resting for a week. It didn't come easily.

I slowly took a seat on his bed, "I feel horrible for not remembering any of what they just said." His arms slid around my curled up form and his lips pressed to my forehead.

"You know as well as they do, it isn't your fault." Hearing a knock, the two of us looked up to see Zatanna entering the room with a rolling tray of food, followed in by Nightwing. Connor pulled away from me quickly, laying back into his pillow.

I smiled at the two, "hey."

Nightwing studied us as he came over to me. "What is going on? Did you have another bad dream or something?" I shook my head, staring up at him in confusion. "I see. Just chatting than." He turned and began helping Zatanna to place the food on the table by the window. "We came to give you both the meal you requested. Sorry, the tower isn't fully stocked with food. We have soups and other things, but not anything as fancy as Connor asked for last night. Here it is though… Dinner?" He shrugged, "it's a bit late now and a bit early for dinner, but enjoy."

Zatanna came over, smiling. "Did you want to go ahead and tell me what you want tomorrow where we could bring it up here?" Her eyebrows her perked. She moved quickly to help Connor into his wheelchair when she noticed him getting up.

I thought for a moment, "how about some cake?" It came out in a very childish voice, but I meant it. "If not, maybe we could get some of Alfred's spaghetti?" I looked at Dick with excitement and he nodded.

"I'll get you both." He ruffled my hair and shot Connor a narrowed look. It wasn't something I was expecting. Either was when he lifted me into his arms to carry me over to the table. "I noticed your legs looked weaker on my last visit. Be careful. I'll help you exercise your legs when you're ready." The two waved good-bye as they walked out of the room, closing the door behind them.

Connor was grinning from ear to ear when I finally looked over at him. "What?" I cocked my head to the side in confusion.

"I asked Zatanna to sneak me something." He leaned back in his seat still grinning like the Joker. One hands darted out and took mine from across the table. "This is nice, almost romantic if we weren't hospital patients." He snorted, kissing each set of my knuckles affectionately.

Our head turned when there was a knock at the door. Zatanna crept in and raised a brow at the scene. "Is this supposed to be a date?" She walked over, holding a candle and set it on the table. "Needed something to make things a bit more romantic. How cute." She glanced between us, but then frowned for a quick moment. A troubled look had come over her face in that moment when her eyes were on my eyes. "Okay, I'll help." Snapping her fingers, the candle's flame lit giving life to its scent as well.

"Thanks, Zatanna. Please don't tell Nightwing. He hasn't exactly been the most approving of me as of late." Her brows pressed together in concern for the slightest most again before she nodded with a smile on her face. It was like she was having trouble with what was occurring for some reason.

After she left, Connor began to eat glancing between me and his food. Questions as to why Zatanna wouldn't like the situation filled my mind though. Perhaps she likes Connor? No. Maybe she didn't like sneaking around behind Nightwing's back? More likely. What if she dislikes gays? I'd have to ask, but for now that was the only thing I could come up with.

The one sitting across from me dragged me from my thoughts as he took my limp hands again. I smiled, trying not to look like I had just been completely zoned out. "What were you thinking about?" He gaze was locked on to me. I shrugged and sheepishly looked away from him to the floor. "Alright, it you won't tell me I might just have to start back up that tickle fight." My eyes shot back up to see a devilish grin over his face. It almost reminded me of the Joker, but in a much sexier way.

Thinking quick, I blurted out the first thing to come to mind. "Have you ever had sex?" Crap! That smile trapped me… I could feel my face heat up as I quickly looked away. "Sorry, that's not what I meant to say at all." My lips quivered as I began to frantically look around the room.

His laughter calmed me back down though. "It's fine. Everything is fine. I mean, I was surprised at first by the question, but I can definitely tell you. No, I've never had sex. Not really something that has ever crossed my mind seeing as I can't have kids anyways…" His eyes were on me again. "Of course, in our relationship I wouldn't be doing it for those purposes either." The serious look in his eyes almost made me want to jump him, but I kept myself under control.

"Stars are what I was actually thinking about though. So no need to continue with this conversation." I turned my attention to the large window beside us. "Did you know that stars kind of have ages?" One of his brows rose as he took another bite of his food. My heart throbbed as I stared at him, and I gulped. "Yeah… They accumulate mass from the clouds around them and grow into what's known as main sequence stars. Not many people can actually tell though…" Why was I talking about stars? I was practically melting from the one sitting across from me. "Of all the stars on earth, how did we get to be in the same room?" My thoughts had escaped me as I gaze longingly at him and my heart hammering away at my ribcage.

His eyes studied me, "I ask myself the same question. It had to be fate for us to finally be like this." One of his elbows came on to the table where he could rest his chin on his palm. "You really are something." His free hand landed on top of one of my hands. I leaned in as our eyes locked again for the millionth time today. This feeling was more than anything I could ask for. In that moment Connor winced in pain, but rose form his seat.

My eyes went wide as he came over to me. "What are you doing?" His arms slid around me, lifting me into his arms.

"I got super jealous earlier when Nightwing picked you up like this, therefore, I decided I didn't care how much it hurt me. I had to do it at least once myself." He walked us over to my bed and set me down on to it before sitting down beside me. "I also got jealous from Batgirl hugging you so much though." His head turned and he stared at me before his lips collided against mine to create bruises. I felt his arms brush past me as he kissed me down to let the back of my head meet the pillow. His lips parted from mine and he let our noses brush together, "I love you. Even before you lost your memory, I was in love with you." One of his hands caressed my cheeks as I became teary-eyed.

My arms slid around his neck, "I love you as well. I feel like I loved you before, but honestly I can't remember." I shoved my forehead into his left collarbone. "I'm sorry."

"It's perfectly fine. It isn't like it makes me love you any less." He dropped down beside me on the bed and pulled me to his chest. My eyelids fluttered closed as I pressed my ear to it to hear that heart beat again. He really did have such a strong one. If I cried from being told I love you, I couldn't imagine how much I'd cry when he passed.

* * *

><p><strong>Why does Zatanna not like their relationship? I know! It isn't because she doesn't like gays. Nope! There's a deeper meaning behind her worry for the two. If you can guess what some of it is, I might tell ya if you're correct. ;)<strong>

**Review if you have something you want to say.**

**Favorite and follow if you wish to be notified when the next chapter is posted! Got to find out what happens next… right?**

**I hope everyone enjoyed. If not, sorry, I do try to be entertaining. What else do you think two guys could do in a tiny hospital room? Hmm… If you think of anything do tell. **


End file.
